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himself near by. I went closer and recognized my most
important competitor, one of the finest pilots of that
time, Mr. Gaber-Vlinsky, and shook his hand.
" What are you doing here? " I asked. " You have
completed all your flight tests."
He replied with a friendly smile:
"You are trying to get 30,000 roubles out of my
pocket and you don't know why I'm here."
I smiled back.
" Unfortunately I haven't won the 30,000 roubles
yet."
There was still no wind at all; this was too bad,
but at least it permitted a run in any desired direction.
I did plenty of walking around and across the ploughed
section and was well aware that the whole field was
equally bad and rough. Therefore, I had the plane
placed in one corner of the rectangular section in
order to take off along a diagonal which would give
the maximum distance for the run.
I climbed into the cockpit and ordered the engine
cranked, while the official witnesses walked towards the
other end of the section to watch the take-off. With
small blocks of wood under the wheels and the rest
of the men holding the tail, I warmed up the engine
for several minutes, gradually moving the throttle
until I got the full power. I then signalled with my
hand to release the plane. The ship started to move
over the rough ground- At first it was difficult to gain
speed; a couple of times the wheels broke through the
frozen surface of the field, each time slowing down the
ship. Still the motion gradually increased. Towards
the middle of the section the plane ran reasonably fast,
and I could move the control wheel slightly forward